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ADVOCATE OF PEACE. 

JANUARY, 1855. 



THE EASTERN WAR. 

SOME SKETCHES OF ITS CHARACTER AND PROSPECTS. 

The real character of this war, as a desperate struggle for ascen- 
dancy between the leading nations of Christendom, is gradually 
developing itself. The pride and interests, the ambition and obsti- 
nacy, the hopes and fears, the skill, courage and resources of nearly 
two hundred millions of people, among the most enlightened and culti- 
vated on earth, are coming into a fiercer and still fiercer death-grapple. 

What will be the issue, God only knows ; but it is becoming very 
evident to every eye, that the conflict must be long and terrible. It 
is as yet hardly begun. The Czar, who would not shrink from deci- 
mating all the seventy-five millions of his subjects rather than yield the 
points in issue, is reported as saying, that the war cannot stop for ten 
years, and will very likely outlive the present generation. He is 
obviously preparing for such a struggle ; and his well-known pride 
and obstinacy render it morally certain that he will persist in his plans 
to triumph or to death. His people are with him ; and he will find 
no serious difficulty in mustering next year an army of two millions. 
They are an igoorant, superstitious people ; and it is with them a re- 
ligious war, in which they consider themselves as fighting for their 
God even more than for their country. Nicholas has made artful and 
•earnest appeals to their fanaticism; they consider him as God's vice- 
gerent in upholding the true religion against infidels ; and under his 
banner, as that of the Most High, they will go, millions on millions, 
to the battle-field, and whiten all Russia with their bones before 
they will relinquish a cause so sacred. As the Czar has avowed his 
purpose to continue the struggle " to the last man, and the last ruble," 
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so his fanatical subjects will let their last crucifix go, and shed the 
last drop of their blood, sooner than- give up the contest against the 
foes of their faith. 

We will not pause here for comments on the mistaken views enter-- 
tained by multitudes respecting this war. The terrible evil is now upon, 
the world, and we must look it full in the face. It will ere long teach' 
lessons of wisdom which men are slow to receive in a time of peace 
from the warnings of the past, and must therefore learn from the bit- 
ter and baleful experiences of war. It is already deranging the world's- 
business, and making almost every bank, and store, and workshop in 
Christendom feel its- malign influence. In these respects, as well as- 
many others, we have as yet reached hardly the beginning of the end. 

Meanwhile the war is startling the world with its horrid realities. 
The best blood of England and France is poured out like water on the 
hills of the Crimea. They are supposed to have lost in battle, and by 
exposure and disease, not less than 50,000 men. And these are 
only the van-guard of its victims. The allies are sending reinforce- 
ments by tens of thousands ; and probably not one in five that have 
gone, or shall yet go, to the Crimea, will ever revisit the shores of 
their native land. We are in a fair way to witness havoc and hor- 
rors like those under Napoleon even in his Russian Campaign. 

Alas ! that such a war should be so just though startling a com- 
mentary on the Christianity of Christendom in relation to this sub- 
ject ! Indeed, it claims to be the offspring of its religion. IS was 
begun professedly for the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem ; and the bel- 
ligerents on both sides think they are waging such a war as their re- 
ligion justifies and demands. Both sides say they are fighting for 
God as well as for their own rights. It was the public opinion of 
England, the clamor of its people, the earnest, unequivocal demand of 
her Christian pulpits and presses, that absolutely forced her gov- 
ernment into the contest. Thus the Christianity of Russia and of all 
Europe, Greek, Romish and Protestant, is responsible for this terrible 
war. They all insist that they are engaged in God's work, and doing 
what their respective Christianity not only permits, but clearly and im- 
peratively demands. All of them Christians, honest and devout in 
their way ! all fighting as Christians, all deeming the war right ott 
their side because strictly defensive, and all believing that such a 
Christianity, the gospel thus understood and applied, is one day to 
banish war from the face of the earth ! ! 

In all this, too, both parties think they are " covering themselves 
with glory ! " How have England and France rung with peals of 
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exultation over the glory of such battles as that of the Alma ! But 
what a misnomer ! ' Here are more than a hundred thousand men, 
made in the image of God, the children of one common Father, 
each of them tenderly nurtured on some woman's breast, meeting 
amid the beautiful works of nature, under a bright, autumnal sky, 
and, after a momentary pause of preparation, rushing forward with 
hoarse shouts, and savage cries and imprecations, every animal ma- 
lignant passion kindled into a more than brutal fury, and amid the 
blaze of trumpet and roar of cannon, plunge pell-mell into one mad 
chaos of blood and carnage, shooting, and stabbing, and strangling, 
and hewing, and blasting each other with fire and flame ; a scene of 
savage and sanguinary ferocity which would have compelled us to 
turn away with horror and disgust, even had they been wolves and 
hyenas, instead of men. Look again, and see a wide expanse of 
country covered with thousands of prostrate human forms, mutilated, 
mangled, bleeding, dying in every horrible kind of agony, wallowing 
in pools of blood, writhing in contortions of pain ; some moaning in 
a voice too feeble for speech ; some screaming with starting eye-ball 
and clenched hand, in the frenzy of delirium ; some crying in frantic 
passionate tones for " water ! water ! " some desperately entreating 
passers-by to give them help, or put them out of their pains ; a hid- 
eous panorama of suffering and horror ! Look yet again, and through 
the gathering gloom of night, see dark figures wandering over the 
battle-field, some for pity, and some for plunder, while their ears are 
assailed on all sides by the despairing groans and piteous supplica- 
tions of the wounded, who lie there in darkness and solitude, with- 
out succor and without hope, their wounds stiffening in the night-air, 
and their throats parched with thirst, calling on the name of wife, or 
mother, or daughter, whose face they will never see more, or attempt- 
ing in a voice tremulous with remorse or terror, to utter some broken 
prayer for mercy to that God before whose bar they feel they are so 
soon to appear. Look once more, and behold stretched on the bare 
earth, a long row of men gathered from the field, with gaping wounds, 
and crushed limbs, and shattered features, and every form and variety 
of injury by which the human body can be broken and maimed ; 
while three or four exhausted surgeons, their garments stiff with 
blood, and their arms weary with the incessant use of the knife, are 
cutting and amputating the writhing frames of a few ; the others, 
desperate with anguish, eagerly clutching at them as they pass, and 
imploring to be taken next ; and many dying untended, in despair 
and sickness of heart. Follow that long procossion of rough, spring- 
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less vehicles, wending slowly away, on which are stretched hundreds 
of pale, haggard figures, groaning in agony as the rude carts shake 
and jolt ; some already found dead ere they reach a place for the care 
of their wounds, and others left to writhe in prolonged torture until 
their wounds fester and corrupt into a horrible death. In the name 
of reason and humanity, we ask, where is the " glory " of all this ? 

This war is the great moral phenomenon of the day ; and, thinking 
that all sober men should ponder well its fearful import, we shall 
give a series of condensed facts, to show what it really is, as 
an illustration passing before our eyes of what war must ever be. 
Here is a specimen of the great evil, the wicked, barbarous, brutal 
custom, we are laboring to do away from every Christian land. Fain 
would we have every follower of the Prince of Peace ask himself if 
he has yet done what he ought for an object of such vast importance. 
Alas ! that so little should have been done by the mass of Christians ! 
Yet have some, in strange simplicity of ignorance, expressed surprise 
that war should now come after so much had been done in the cause 
of Peace ! So much! All che money and time devoted to this cause 
during the last forty years, is not so much as Christendom is wasting 
upon war every six hours ! 



WAR AS II IS: 

OR THE EXPERIENCE OF A SOLDIER. 

A young Englishman, possessed from his childhood with a restless desire 
for the army, and dazzled with the glitter of a regiment of dragoons in the 
neighborhood, enlisted in 1844 against tha earnest remonstrances of his 
father, an old Waterloo soldier. In 1845 he went with his regiment to 
India ; and since his return to England, he las published his short but bitter 
experience and observations in a volume entitled, Four Years' 1 Sercice in 
India, by a Private Soldier. 

Sickness and Mortality. — " We buried our dead at night, and such a 
graveyard I never witnessed. The earth being so full of water, it filled the 
graves immediately ; so that we had to pile the earth and stones upon the 
coffin to sink it. This was sufficient to give one the horrors. It is a large 
graveyard, and very full now. At last I was obliged to go to the hospital 
with the bowel complaint. This is brought on by the dampness of the 
ground, and eating too much fruit. Great numbers began to die very sud- 
denly from cholera. The regiment not being used to the like of this, the 
whole began to look melancholy, and fear was seen on every face, as much 
as to say, ' It will be my turn next.' Some gave themselves up to utter des- 
pair and died. I was very low in spirits myself once, and the more so be- 
cause I had never been confined to a sick bed in my life. It was dreadful to 
see fine, stout, healthy young fellows well, and then dead in a few hours ! ah, 



